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PREFACR 



THAVE been induced to adopt tii^ 
simple style of the Old English 
Ballad J in hopes thai my work will 
in that dress find its place ifi tht 
Farm-house and the C^tage^ it being 
vain to expect dielter'from the rich 
and the greats in cofnpetiUon with 
such poets as Scoit^ Byron^ S^uthey^ 
Swift, Sfc 

I have no doubt that many wtU 
prefer this native and simple style it^ 
the high ornaments of heroic pomp ; 
and I am led to this belief from o&- 
serving that most of our historic tati^, 
most of OUT interesting stories^ and 



legendary ballads^ and even one ver- 
sion of the Psalms used in our 
churches J are formed to this measure, 
which, indeed, appears to be the na* 
tural inclination of our language in 
its ^rst step from prose. 

I have avoided the introduction of 
obsolete words, which give to poetical 
romances so pleasing an air of ati' 
ti^uity,for I considered that an event 
which mmt^x such glory on our own 
thnes, should be told in our own Ian* 

It being possible that this little poem 
nhay descend to posterity when the in- 
cidents of this unparalleled battle will 
be only matter of history, I thought 
it adviseable to give a brief description 
of the event. 



Historical Detail 



^T^HE Army of the Allies consisted of 
about 94^000 men^ of whom 27^000 
Foot^ and 7000 Horse^ were British: the rest 
were^ the German Legion^ the Hanoverian 
IniGEibtry, the Troops of Brunswick and 
Vassau^ Dutchmen^ and Belgians^ forming 
altogether 76^000 Infantry and 18^500 
Horse j to which ought to be added the 
Prussian Army under General Bulow, sta- 
tioned at St. Lambert^ about 15^000^ at a 

• 

great distance to our left^ but which yet 
came up^ and turned the wavering fortune 
of the day, though they had been retarded. 
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by the badness of the road , from one o'clock, 
when they ought to have fallen in^ until 
half past fopr. . . 

The French Army, under the immediate 
command of Buonaparte, were, at least,. 
90,000 Infantry^ and 40,000 Horsre, wkh 
SQO pieces of Artillery; and in this com- 
putation, which, a^cor-diog. to some ae^- 
counts,, is 40|000 under &e real numb«Cy 
we do. not reckon that army under Mandial 
Grouchy, which was opposed to the Pnit<-' 
^Bs who were with Bliv^her at Wa?rey and 
were about 50,000 strong* 

We must abo, m making the compaifr- 
son of numeri<:al and physical strength, take 
into the accoimt, not only that the French 
]^d double the number of Horse, and one 
third the superiority ia mmbers uiKN^d^* 
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wholej^ bm they had an anny of PoUA 
LoBceiiB and Frendi Ciiirasfiiei9j clothadin 
9teel^ and^ tiU tb«jr were cot iti piteca by 
qm Horae-Goardji) they" wevef cooatd^ed 
a» iiwttlaeFable, Qor could tb^Jigbl Horit 
make aoy impr^on upon tbeiD4 

This waa nei^iy thet stace of the diftrent 
forcei^ on the paormng of the tremeiidcm 
coafliot} but, clearly to undentaod ^he 
disadvantage of the Allies, we moat go 
baok to the 15th of June; 

The Allies, in too much aeciirity ibal 
Buonaparte would not ^conamenct the wai^ 
waited tilt the Russians and lAustrians 
should be ready, before tb^y *4ted ofien* 
sively, and the fifieq were divided 1^ dift** 
rent stations for the greater cocvAicMii 
Buonaparte, wtU aware bf this aeattteed 
disposition ot our troo^, gatbet^hia fimMt 
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frdfti ev€ry town and depdt rapidly to a 
point, and^ on the 1 5th of June, 1S15, fell 
upon the Prussians undejf Prince Blucher, 
in hopes wholly to crush them, before we 
even h^ard of the action. < The Pkmssians 
su£Fered much, and fell back ; but they were 
not defeated. Their retreat, however, ex- 
posed our advanced troops, and a brigade 
was engaged at Les Quatre Bras the same 
evening. 

On the 16th, the struggle was renewed, 
and the destruction on our part very severe, 
as we had to oppose three or four times the 
number of the enemy, unsupported by thei 
Horse, which had not yet come up, which 
exposed our Infantiy dreadfully, nor could 
they -take any advantage of success for want 
of the cavalry. The Scotch Regiments on 
this day performed miracles, but they were 



dreadiitlly cut up : out of one regiment^ 
800 strong in the mornings not more than 
50 mustered at night. It was on this day, 
about seven in the evenings the Duke of 
Brunswick was killed by a case-shot, amidst 
a most tremendous fire ^ for as, on the 15th, 
Buonaparte had hoped to destroy the Prus* 
sians by concentrating his force on that 
point, he this day thought to overwhelm 
the British and their Allies, and destroy 
them in detail ; but in this he was prevent- 
ed by the gallant sacrifice of those men who 
stood the brunt of his whole exertions. 

These actions continued partially, but 
very severely, on the 17th ; the English fell 
baek upon the forest of Soign^s and Wa- 
terloo, widi Brussels about fifteen miles 
behind tbiHto. 
: Heie ttiey took up a position. The rest 
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of the. army had. now come up, and* every 
preparatioa was made for a general «Kigaf«^ 
ment the next day. The vain fell in tor» 
renti all niglit. 

On the morning of the IStb, which- wa| 
Sunday^ the Allies occupied the bdghtft <^ 
Mount St. John ^ their rights under Lord 
Hill^ stretched to Bnune, with Hoi^^pU-* 
mont in fronts towajcds its left ; their c^ortre 
was upon the Brussels road and La Ha)ie 
Sainte; and the left vfing at LaHajrey td^ 
wards J^an Loq^ 

Opposed to these were the French^ the»? 
centre ^t La B^lle Alliance, their rigbt to- 
wards a woodj and their left heyond Hw^ 

ff 

goumont. On the west of the BruiMell 
road was erected a wooden platform wU^ 
commanded nearly the whole seeiie of ii»i 
tion^and there Buanaparte'Atoodtbfgieaiiest 
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part of the day : though when he hoped to 
make a deci&iFe hlow, beheaded the im* 
penal Guard himself to the charge^ but wa» 
always driven ia with great slaughter by: 
the Duke of Welliugton. 

The two great objects ia the plan of the 
day were— First, to penetrate and bireak the 
Britisb centre, and Secondly^ to turn their 
lefty* and jweTent ajmicticm with the Prus-^ 
•ians, should they attempt to come up to 
our assistance. These two points were dis^ 
puted from the morning when the battle be** 
gan to the moment of its decision* As fast 
as one mass of troops was cut dowUj or 
blown into pieces by the aitillery, another 
eolumn and other masses came up^ so that 
the labour of destroying them appeared 
without end. 

Neves in Modern History has such » 
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battle, appemped: the conflict was fought 
with such desperate rage and madness^ that 
few prisoners were taken^ and every man 
on both sides seemed determined to die on 
the spot. On the part of the French, they 
fought, not only for existence but to re- 
trieve their fortune in war, and once more 
to trample upon all the generations of the 
earth, and riot in the plunder of their neigh-' 
hours. On the part of the Allies, they 
fought for liberty and security in their own 

« 

nation, for peace amongst all men, and for 
every thing which makes social life superior 
to barbarism. 

The God of Battles determined the day. 
A moment longer and perhaps it had been' 
lost; but at that moment when, on the one 
hand, courage appeared thrown away'upon 
Aumbers^ and, on the other, when number»> 
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appeared useless against eourage^ the van 
of the Prussians appeared^ under Bulow, in 
the rear of the French right wing/ and fall* 
ing on it fresh^ and with fury, they broke 
it in three places : at the sam^e time the 
Duke of Wellington, perceiving that the 
French began to faulter, mdd& a charge 
throughout the whole line; the consequence 
of which Buonaparte would not stay to wit- 
ness; for, perceiving that the French gav^ 
way in every direction, he gallopped off the 
field, intent only about his personal safety^ 
The conduct of Buonaparte, when ever 
his afiairs have become desperate/ places 
him as singular in history : intent upob no* 
thing but to save himself, he becomes care* 
less of the frightful calamity in which he 
has involved those armies which shed their 
Uood for him, and flies the fiiqt ficom the 
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mischief. A tnkii wkh the smallest par-^ 
ticl« of generosity, or erett pity for the w^ 
produced by its ambition, would induce the 
possessor to die with his brave companions ; 
but that ni\nd is nof in Buonaparte. He 
Is a j^enwienoh it the humjtn spedes — 
surrounded by slaughter, aniidi»t the most 
dreadful scene of human misery, he is cool, 
callous, and collected $ nay, even exposes 
himself to the chance of the battle with ap- 
parent courage. But no sooner does he see 
that all is lost, than he leaves his army wiA 
indifference to utter destruction, and flies 
^th all the speed and fright of the most 

« 

despicable cowatd. Such is the man that 
has deluged Europe with the Mood of na» 
tiotts I and ^gillar'as he will stand in iht 
page» of History^ tt^H appear not lei$ 
siogidar diat he was tlie c^ioice of m 
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French NiMflQiiy and the udmbatioB of isiany 

Mio IcDMr him only by tiis actkms. This 

may pbilosoplMoaUy be espkiined^ hf Te- 

markiDg, that— i^nftte&t^tiU always unUt: 

• i joanncyt dose i\ki» detatl without men- 

tKHitDg a trait ^ gewertmty perfeetly cha- 

ractevistkof this jMbd^rn H'ero— Napoleon. 

He wa$ «itte.iHled •through the day by a 

peeson^ nanned, Jean Bapttste La Coste^ 

^8 a guide. When tMs man saw his house 

• • ' 
and property in flaAnes^ the tears burst from 

1^8 eyes. " What do you cry for?** said 

Napdcbny «areasticaU^. ' ^ I ery to see mf 

whole pfopertyperisyng/' replied the man. 

^ Am nod lEmperoi^ of France ? und can I 

not give yw many itmes the amount?^ re- 

{ff)edfeiionapafte.--4ja Coste rehikfaed with 

him 4be r^stof Die day*, and eoiiducted him 
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in his flight by a secure route, which saved 
his life. At parting, this Emperor presented 
the unfortunate guide a Napoleon ! or about 
eighteen shillings, English. 

Not more than 40,000 of the French 
escaped, and many of these were severely 
wounded, and without arms, leaving in the 
field then* artillery, arms, baggage, and a 
deficiency of near 100,000 men; a num- 
ber which exceeded the whole of that army 
which had destroyed them. The mind 
shrinks with horror from such a butchery 
of the human species, for to this dreadful 
carnage must be added the loslb of the Allies ; 
and it should seem that had not the Pros-* 
sians decisively turned the struggle in our 
favour, .both armies would have fought till 
the last man had perished on the field. 



INTRODUCTION. 



"jl/TAY God protect our Native Liandi 

. Our Wives and Childrien dear. 
Nor sufier War's destructive hand 
Our Country to come near. 

Let not the rage of Party strife 

Distract our belter will. 
But thro', this transient scene of life 

Preserve us all from ill. 

War in one sad and ruthless hour 
Would more disaster spread 

Than Peace with mild restoring power 
In manjr years can shed. 

c 
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Let those who think to change Mankind 

The page of History read. 
If not by Prejudice made blind. 

Their hearts will surely bleed. 

S^e ihwuty trho w«uU reform the fitat^ 
With wild and baseless schemes. 

Engender Dnly strife, and hate. 
And dark ambitious dreams. 

For when %Xith men as those bear sway^ 

And rule in luckiess faour> 
Whole generationa swept away. 

Point out their ill-used poorer. 

Led on by schemes and dreama like ibesi^ 
The French-^Napokon charmed : 

He shew'd thetn Rapine'a form, to ftm^> 
And all their ^littiia wavmfd. 
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But leave we to th' Historic page 
Cause and eflect to tell ; 

Tis ours to sing the Battle's rage. 
And how the Hero fell. 



Scene. — Saturday Nj^h^, June 17, and_ the 
Morning of Sunday, June 18^ 1815, with 
the Order of Battle. 

Dark was ^e night, and loud tj^-witld. 

And loud the tempest roared. 
And cheerless thro' the forest's gkoin 

The rain in torventa'poor'd. 

No rest the Warner there eoold«find. 

No sleep, in bogs and mire ; 
ChilPd by the rain, he obeerless sat 

Beside the walcl^i^kt fire. 
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Musing upon tbe next day's fate> 
Or some endearing tye, — 

A wife — a child — or she who first 
Had taught his heart to sigh. 

In everjy^last that shakes the trees 
He hears the bugle-horn ; 

He starts^ he listens to the breeze. 
And anxious waits the morn. 

For many a gleam of distant fire 
Flash'd o'er the murky plain. 
And many a wild, uncertain sound 
** Pass'd by in wind and rain. 

Oft from some dark, obscure recess 
- Was heard the soldier's groan. 
And ofl upon the fitful wind 
. Was heard a dying moan. 
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For three long days th' advance had stood. 

By double numbers press'd^ 
At Quatre Bras, and in the wood 

They had been sore dhtress'd. 

The Duke of Brunswick, fierce^ %ht, 
Rush'd where the case-shot poured j 

Contendingftbere with giant might, 
He fell — by all deplored. 

Illustrious Brunswick ! Prince of men ! 

Bom of a Royal Line, 
Royalty was not his chiefest gem. 

His actions brighter shine. 

Still on the wet and miry grass 

Expiring yictims lay. 
And every momeBC seem'd to pasa 

In misery away. 
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That ^ghl the beav'tis thed bitter teafb ; 

For tbo' *iWBB deep in June, 
The air was eliftHM>, aod batil^ ofeud« 

ConcealM the pallid mooa. 

The wai^tteed shook bis dripping maiie, 

HU sides impatient lasb'd ; 
His feet instinctive pawM the ground^ 

And in the water sj^lasb^d. 

The dawn at krtgtb> the faul dawn 

Of that tremendous day> 
Rose from the east vitk glaomy brow. 

And dresa'd in miny^ grey; 

When as from sleep and soft repoia 

Some sodden shriek alarms. 
So up the warrior eager reae. 

And snatch'd his potishM arms. 
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Fpom|A<Niiit St. Joho> from BmQ^to Ilaye, 

Our Itnei in order ^tood ; 
In front three hundred cannon ranged* 

Behind u& Soignes wood. 

Thirty-^ix tboueand British |N^* . 

With Dutch and Belgit^n^ too ; 
Brunswick's and Hanoverians ahare 

The fight of WaterW 

The German liegioni oft .times tri^/ 
Mustered five thousand then ; . 

Upon that morn tii' Allies with prid^ 
ShewM ninety thousand men* 

Britain her choicest meii.hadeent« 
With n^Wes bold and bray^« • . 

In Europe^s righteous cause to fighti 
And liberty toaave. 
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Chief in command was Welling^n, 
The favoured care of heav'n. 

The Horse the Earl of Uxbridge led» 
Who oft the foe had driv'n. 

Then there was vatiant Ponsonby, 

IVemendous in the (ight ; 
And Hill, whose mighty fame would fill 

The enemy with fright. 

Andther^ was Ferrier, of the Guards^ 

Eleven times on, or more« 
He botdly led the furious cbai^, 

Tho' wounded deep before. 

And there was Major Robert Caimes, 
A man of much tried worth ; . 

Ellis, and Hamilton, and Packe ; 
Curson, of noble birth. 
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Then there was gallant Somerset^ ' 

Who, like a knight of old. 
Rode foremost of a troop of horse. 

Whose banners stream'd with gold. 

Fitzgerald, Captain in the Guards, 

At eve with glory fell ; 
Throughout the day Iiis splendid aels 

No greater acts excel. 

And there wfeis Cooke, and Maitland btwtc. 
And Byng, and hundreds more ; 

Were I alone to tell their names. 
The tale would ne'er be o*er. 

Ihroni Tertik fields and pleasant plains 
Came England's children true. 

Cool courage brac'd their geh'roiis veins' 
In the fields of Waterloo. 
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Brave Caledonia sent her cons 
From glens and mountainB blue ; 

Rigbt sturdy thieldt, who stood like rocks 
In the fiekis of Waterloo. 

Hibernians ehildren, glory's race. 
From the Isle of green they flaw^ 

The enemjT'CKf man to chaat 
In the fields of Waterko. 

Oh! glorious, was the sight to see, . 

With banners waving higl^, "^ r v 
Full ninety thousand va^p who vow'd 

To conquer or to die. 

These were the obampiona stout of heart 

Whom liberty displayed ; 
To whelm the upstart Buonaparte 

Into his native ahade. 
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Down with the Tyrant! downP' tbeyeried, 
" With Nap ajad all hk crew ; 
Those> who have Qq6 and man defied, 
" To every windiwe'tt^strew. 



" If France herself, that dea of 
" Wm phalanx^d on the plaiib 

a We'd teach those 'scourges of mankind 
" To raise our wrath again/^ 

While thus the loyal ranks exclaim'd, 

Battalion'd in array. 
The heavens with cloods yet overcast. 

Broke out a bughto^day^ 

O then vaa seen aa awful sight. 

Far as the eye could trace, 
Myriads of French drawn op S6 figM 

Against the human race. 
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The base, degenerate, perjur'd sons 
Of blopd-dy'd France, once, more. 

From every guilty town had come 
To steep the earth in gore. 

From every nation Europe names 
Their prisoners had been freed ; 

Whose swelling number now proclaims, ' 
Europe again must bleed. 

Napoleon, man of blood and sin. 

Drew out, in dread array 
His countless bands : — resblv'd to win. 

Or else — ^to run away. 

Cold-blooded fiend ! Man seem'd to Um 

As born alone to fight ; 
He lovM to see the widow's tears ; 

Despair was his delight. 
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His ghastly smile was nerer seen 

But when destruction spread ; 
Then he would stand with placid mieny 

And view the mangled dead. 

Fit chief for such a barbarous race. 

Fit troops for such a knave ; 
Right well they knew the parts to play. 

Of tyrant and of slare. 

Determined, at one mighty blow. 

By dint of numbers given. 
The hopes of man to overthrow. 

And mar the cause of heaven. 

The strength of France was drained to send 

An almost countless host. 
Whose lengthenM lines seem'd without end. 

And endless was their boast. 
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Now stood thcwe noD from kft to ng ht> 

Their left at Hougottniottt; 
Their rigtit exten^kd o'er the heif^ 

Their centre fac'd St. John. 

Six hi|fidred hevfj guns in foont. 

Tremendous in aitey. 
Their fiery JMurs exposM^ iKhich wont 

To sweep wh<^ /ranks away. 

One hundred and lorty. thousand men, ^ 

A fearful force display M : 
Twice twenty thousand horsemen stood^ 

In various arms arrayM. 

There was the.old Imperial Guard, 

Their eagles waving high ; 
For they had often fought and w(on 

The useless victory. 
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With UteM the conscripts intermiic'ii. 

Who burnt to gain renown : 
Next Cuirassicn, with iances fix'd* 

And breastplates bttroish'd brown. 

These, clfeid ia daiU like ancient knif^ts> 
Came thundering o'er the field ; 

^Iwas death to meH their rapid charge. 
And death alike to jrijekL 

'' Now !'' cried Najpoleeig^ «• ion Um night, 

" Brussels shall piUag'd be, 
" If you cut Up those Enghsbmcq^ 

*< Or drive them to the sea. . 

** Rather would I annihilate, 

" And utterly tread down, 
" These English, whom I inly hate, 

'^ Than wear the iron crown* 
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" Yet sure it is, they bravely look, 

" And pity it is to slay 
'^ Those warriors on the horses black, 

" And those upon the.gprey. 

''But tho' they bold and valiant are, 

'' In less than half an hour, 
'Mn pieces I will surely cut 

" Them all*->if I have power/'. 

.So spoke the Man of Blood while he . 

Arrang'd the battle's plan ; 
Then gave the word to SouU and A<^« * 

And then the %ht begao^ . * 



1-^ 



Mi 



^-^ 



33 



ScMZ.—Tke BATTLE.'-'Timc, from Ten in 
the Morning, until Ten at Night, 

Nov tcream'd o*er every bill and dak 

The trumpet^B brazen cry; 
One deep-ton'd gun, with dreadfol y«ice« 

Announced the battle nigh. 

Again ! again ! the heavens resound. 

With still increasing fire ; 
Incessant thunders rock the ground. 

And rapid steps come nigher. 

The storms of nature now gave place 

To storms of leaden shower, 
Which sigh'd as through the air they flew. 

Endued with murderous power. 
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Tremendous rolls revibrate roand. 
Nor left one moment's pause ; 

Earth shook beneath Ihe hiiieous soutid, 
Heil wondePd at the eaiise. 

Fl^sh u{ion flush swift gleaiilM incair^ 
As lightomg slrikes thYio' clouds $ ' 

Smokk iM'd aHi^g the piiltiag etrtb. 
And hid thd gtrligpgling:Gl«dwd8.. 

For now in fierce and deadly figbi 
Squadrona and ranks enga^d ; 

From right to left, and left .to right. 
The mighty contest rag^d. . 

Where General Byng'sbrfgade. of Guards 
Were platp'd at H<Aftg6umont» 

lake ^rges eta a rocky sh<^» 
The kindling war rolM.^Rv .. 
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* Still as they came, iMr sqUHfeb Gottii>aili 
RepellM the fUH^oiM wkve ; 
Tfa' Artillery swept them o'ei* ttet^Us^ 
Into an earty grdW, 

The grand chateau WilMii tWe Wood 
Blazed to the Ireddetied jeky ; 

Its bnrfting timbers craiiik'd/and sprettd 
Their sbatiAg flttbM on ht^/ 

Three hundred pieees fliBMisptoy'd 
A storm of shdk and ^ot> • 

And loud the din of battie bray'd. 
For now the fight* ^ew hot • 

In columns on the ridged placed. 

The British centre fttood ; 
Lord Saltoun and bis gallaht bandil 

Contended for the wood. 
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Tbe Cokblrcam and the Brunswick's blacky 

Had eacb their separate care ; 
The farm, the orchard to protect. 

Which laid our centre bare. 

^TwaiB At this point> the Brussels road. 

Our array cut in twain, 
And here the desperate struggle was 

Which should the post maintain. 

Theeaemy, both horse and foot, ' 

Imposingly came on ; 
The foot by Jerome Buonaparte, 

The horse by Count IVErlon. 

Their cavalry rushM on the guns, ' 

In hopes to bear them down ; 
But found the voUied fire too hot 

Their rash atteiiq>t to crowjfi. 
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Near Belie Alliance, on the hillj 
The slaughter frightful rag'd ; 

For there the tug of war was felt» 
And man to man engag'd. 

Deep in the thicket's greenwood shade. ^ 

Extensive carnage spread : • 
No quarter giv'n-— Death stood aghlut 

To see the mangled dead. : 

'Twas like the slaughter-house of man. 
Where every linab was strewM ; 

The wounded, shrieking, breath'd their last 
In purple blood imbru'd. .. . 

Here fell poor Richard — ^youth unknown. 

His modier*s only Mm, 
She never beard his dying groan, . 

As out bis life's-biood rum 
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'Twas near tbia &tal fdact. where .ftU 

Sir Willii^in .Poosonbjr ; 
I know that Engtand on that day 

Had none. Itimp hraveithan he^ 

The InniskiHen bo^d drtgoona^ 

By his exatefrie fir'd* 
t>aafafd, tfaro^ tiieic ranks/ and hew'd them 
down; ' ' •< 

Then wheeling rounds retired. 

But chftriBg:cin ta^ change the Poles, 
Whose kocers. praafi'd full near. 

He rushM too.forwaid fcom the liifea. 
And met the fatal spear. 

r 

FuO speed the lanoci'^inisb'd aroond 

His Aide-de^Cainp and he. 
And bore them iiMcss to the ground.; 

A piteous sight to see. 
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O'erwhfilm'4 wlt}i seven laxicerwounds at 
once. 

He closet bis eyes* and fell ; 
And i?»ww«mF€ii^'* O I if^y children d«»r I 

" My tender wife ! — ferewell !" 

B«t ftre th« cfey w^ at an end 

These lancers d^^rly.fjB^j^ ; 
Fkw ^v^ry. in^n tl>.ai l?flre. a speiMT 

Upon thfQ^cold ifirC ifit4i 

Napojeop frqii Ua t97e£ «ff» hig^^ 
Cried—'' How Hbtfi^ Eng^sb fig^ ! 

^ Thsy W^ ^iU W»e w^— or fly ?'' - 
Said Soult-rr'^. Siri^i AQt %night.'' 

" Bui wbjFl/' Wiaiif^.i^ Wiaji.pf Bfppd, 
With grim ^fjfl ^9gfi fi:oi¥n. 

*' Sire !" r^pli^ %wilt, " b^aufie^ i feftf , 
" Tbey'drcatli^ be cot dowiu'' 
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" Then charge their centre ! break their 
'' squares ! 

" Bring forward every gun !" 
But still we sent them right about. 

And made the bravest run. 

Man urg'd on man — ^the horse the foot. 

In masses without end ; 
Grape from three hundred cannon pourM, 

And shouts to heav'n ascend. 

The Chasseurs and Im|terial Guard 

The Emperor led on ; 
Bat then, to meet the mighty shock. 

Flew gallant Wellington. 

These men, Invincibles in name. 

Had oft struck panic fear 
In Europe's bravest warlike troops. 

But now they paid Aill dear. 
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The British Guards in firm array 

Seem'd rooted to the plain ; 
Unmov'd^ they tiiTD*d the furious throng 

Into a line of slain. 

The Buke led up the Highland lads. 

And Ninety-Fifth in flank ; 
Likegrassthey mowM the Frenchmen down. 

In column or in rank. 

• 

Still in the thickest of the fight. 
Or in the deep*form'd square; 

Or in the ravine — or the height, 
Lord Wellington was there. 

With eagle eye and lightning glance. 
He movM 'midst fire and shot ; 

Where'er he raov'd, the tre(^ of France, 
Soon foQDd the field too hot. 
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Cool in the most tremendous ftre« 
He watcb'd tlie buttle's chsmge ; 

To cheer the. faini— fresh hope^ inypire, 
And point the cannon's raoge, 

'Midst baUs and abdk which pbugb'd the 
ground, 

Unmov^'d he weighed the light; 
His staff feli one by oneairouiid — 

A sad and gloomy sight. 

William De Lanlcy, valic^nt knigbt^ 

Fell bleefling at his side : 
Conversing with. the. noble Duke, 

He met the ball, and died. 

Sir Alexattd^ GordDo,' gmit 

For many 9 noble de^ 
Entreating with his master d^^r, 

Was likewise doomed to bleed. 
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'' Why will you thus expose/' said be, 

'' A life 80 deer to all ?'' 
More he'd have said — but down he went. 

Hit by a whizzing ball. 

Canning, linho thro' the w^r in Spain, 

(Gifted with mental power)^ 
Served Aiderde-Camp to WeUiogton, 

Was slain in evil hobh 

Bearing a mandate thoo' the ranks, 
A grape-shot struck his waist ; 

Lord ^ardt rode up to. raise iia friend. 
With grief and ainums haste. 

^ G<d Ues8 jou, March P' h^ faintly said ; 

** I hope the Duke* is Y«U^ 
''God bless theDuke!'' UmbowMhtshead, 

And dyings sigh'dn-^'' BarenGcBi^' ' 
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No Aide-de-Camp that day ^scap'd 
From death or dangerous wound; 

And nought but Heav'n's protecting care 
Encircled him around. 

Their rifle corps with deadly aim « 

To hit him frequent tried« 
But still the ministerB of death 

To others tumM aside. 

A chosen band of cavalry 

Rush'd on with deep intent ; 
They break the line — the staff they wound. 

To take him firmly bent. 

But still high Heaven's protecting care 

Defeated every plan ; 
In vain they spread the wily snare*^ 

Recoiling ruin ran. . 
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Once wavering, when a moment's pause 
Had turnM the tremhiihg scale, 

The Duke brought up the Ninety-Fifth, 
And scatter^ them like hail. 

Now «U was noise and wild uproar ; 

Now man to man engage : 
The rivers ran with human gore. 

And all was death and rage. 

The Greys from Scotland's heathy hills. 
For three long hours and more. 

That day sustained the battle's weight. 
And met the cannon's roar. 

The Ninety-Second; tho' reduced 
To scarce two hundred then, 

-Charg'd with the bayonet, and broke 
Three thousand warlike men. 
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Right brisk the Highland -piper playM 
The Pibroch's weU-knoVh air : 

Like Bard of old; he^ undismiy^ 
In deepest fight waa thbre; 

AstonisliM w^iie tfare foe to hear> 

Amidst such clash and din; 
The warlike bagpipe strike the ear, 

And urge the lads to win. 

Hiiziaitig oti for Scc^tland's fame. 

Came up the gallant Greys ; 
Tho* thin'd their rattk9> they forward chieer'd. 

Supported by the Bays. 

The Scottish 6r(ey6> in glorious style. 
Twice charg'd the columns deep ;- 

Twice thro' fivb thousand men they cut; 
As men in harvest reap. 
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Ewart, a Seijeant, seizM the stafi; 

Where perched the bird of Jove ; 
And then they fbr the golden pri2e 

In deadly contest strove. 

The eagle-bearer «DOght to tfaroftt 
The Serjeant thro' the thigh ; 

Bttt^ parrying off the blow^ he clove 
Him downward from the eye. 

The next, a Lancer, furious aim'd 

His flying iance thro' air, . 
Which glancing from his rapid sword» 

Exposed its master bare. 

The sword cut IbiNfti' thie chhi and teeth. 
And on the gr<HJhid fdlhe ; 

When rushing up, with bayonet fix'd. 
Came one of th' infantry. 
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Bold he advanced, and swift gave fire — 
Then cWd, to snatch the prize. 

Cut down, — ^bis hopes and life expire ; 
For death had sealM hb eyes. 

Then proudly off the Seijeant bore 

The Eagle he had won ; 
Its wings, that dripped with human gore. 

Seemed glittering in the sun. 

Not one'es<^ap'd upon that spot. 

In France the tale to tell ; 
Nor will it ever be forgot 

How utterly they fell. 

But ^twas a fearful thing to see 

Such efibrts by so few ; 
And tho' they won the victory. 

Thousands that fight will riie. 
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For there the bravest warriors l^y 
That Scotland e'er could boast ;; 

Not on^ iq tep espapM that day 
Of all the gdlant bost. 

Cameron, and ]\^itcbell — Campb^ 11^ Hplmes, 
Whose de^ should live in spn^f 

With many more, whose de»th|^sf names 
The sculpture 9bQMl4 P^plPPK* 
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Now while the centre tbu^ ^n|^ag'4» 
As has b^^n said or ^ung;. 

On right and left the batt)e rag'^r 
And sword and helqfket rung. 

Column on column — mast pn mass. 
The l^ wing press'd in vftin ; 

For death was the attempt to pass 
Th^ iron-poiated chain. 
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That post Sir Thomas Picton took-— > 
'Twas there the cannon's sweep 

PiPd man on man, and rank on rank» 
In one promiscuous l&eap. 

There many a valiant Captain fell. 
And closM his eyes in death ; 

As cheering to the charge his men^ 
He spent his latest breath. 

Here Captain Kelly /of the Guards* 

A Colonel fought, and slew. 
Commander of the Cuirassiers ; 

He clove 'his head in two. 

The Twenty-Eighth, compact in square^ 

RepttlsM the fierce attack 
Of furious Cuirassiers in mail. 

And nine times drove them back. 
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Still to the charge they madly drove. 

Trusting to coats of steel ; 
But British bayonets repulsed. 

And made their squadrons reel. 

* 

Here Shaw, of pugilistic fame, 

With giant arm and mighty 
Dealt death at every blow he struck, 

And sent their souls to flight. 

Six of th' Imperial Guards, who blush'd 

To see their comrades fall. 
Like eager hounds to seize their prey. 

Fell on him one and all. 

The first he split his brazen helm. 

The second he cut in two^ 
The third he loppM his upraised arm, 

The fourth he ran him through. 
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But overpowered by wounds, and spent. 

He tumbled to the ground. 
Receiving as he sinking fell 

Another ghastly wound. 

Picton, the qhirf rf hardy deeds,, 
BegrimM with imoke and fire. 

His warriors on to conquest teadii^ 
Resistless in bin ire* 

But rallying up the Belgic troops. 

His hat ho wavM on high ; 
" Come on !" becried; ** Comeon, my boys ! 

** Amongst them jaow let fly/', 

Sudden a ball bis temple 'stmck ; 

Swift darkn(%5 closed bis eyes. 
'Tis thus the brave man lives to fame. 

And for bis country dks. 
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Our Light I>ragoon8 their Lancers charg'd. 

But useless was th' attack ; 
With pike, and opear^ and heavy-horse. 

They crush'd^ or drove them back. 

For these were men of giant strength, 

BackM by the Cuirassiers ; 
All arm'd with pikes of nine foot length. 

They mov'd an hedge of spears. 

Down they eame'clattering from the hill, 

O'er hurling man and horse ; 
Courage was vain, and vain was skill. 

To stop their torrent force. 

Man over horse — ^horse over man, 
RoUM-down the slippery steep ; 

Their el^argeploughVl up theshiv'ring ground 
In ridges wide and deep. 
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But there the Blues and Househtfid troops 
Like rolling whirlwinds rush ; 

Tremendous was the dreadful shock — 
Resistless was the crush* 

Rapid as is the lightning's flash 
Their gUttering sahres wav'd ; 

Stroke followed stroke — at every slash. 
No mail the wearer savM. 

Like Autumn leaves these foemen fell. 

To think of flight was vain. 
Our heavy troops o'erturn'd, and slew 

Whole heaps upon the plain* 

But still new multitudes came on. 
And endless seem'd the fight. 

Twice we cut up th* Imperial Guards ; 
twice put their horse to flight. 
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Lord Uxbridge> foremost he to lead 

The heavy -horse Brigade^ 
BressM up the line as gay and trim 

As if upon parade. 

" Now, oft/* he cried/' my Household troops^ 

'* The battle rests with you." 
And countless were the deeds of might 

They did at Waterloo. 

But Uxbridj^, daring, and exposed 
Throughout that murderous day,. 

At last receiY^d the fatal shot. 
Which drove him from the fray. 

Thinned every moment were both ranks». 

As down the victims fell ; 
They lay in piles, in rows, in banks ; 

Or heap'd to hillocks swell. 



S6 

Now lodg the fate of m^n atid kings 

Hung balancM in the scale ; 
And doubtful 'twas indeed to say 

Which cause would yet prevail. 

l^or far bad pass'd the light of no6n» 
And slow came on the night ; 

Yet through the line the battle rag'd 
In unabated height. 

The Irish howl, with wild dismay 

Oh fill'd the staggering fbe ; 
They stubborn fought — not one gave way. 

Or flinched the fktal blow. 

" Honour !" tbfe Inniskillens cried^ • 
" And Ireland's cause for ever ! 

'* It is our glory and our pride • 
" To fall ; 'but yield— no, never !'* 
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'Tlie Pi^itite of Orange, hurried bti 

Amidst the hostile lines ; 
Encompassed by an host of foes. 

His liberty resigns. 

But then the seventh battalion haste 

Their gallant Prince to save ; 
They snatch hlm'fVbm the clddng ranks. 

And from an early grate.- 

" Children !'* the youthful Hero cried, 

'* *YoU' Wdl deserve renown ; 
***lleic's my Insi^ia ! h^i'e'g the gem : 

" I would It were a crown.^* 

•• Long Iff^c the PtinctV' ihelfelgians cry ; 

" This token we Witt shield." 
Theit%^il4t on tli^it eolours Nigh, 

And nilitiM aMUg'the field. 
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The Prince rode on thro' thickening death. 
Where loud the cannon's bray : 

When he received the fatal ball, 
'Twas in the twilight grey. 

Right thro' the arm the bullet drove. 

And in his shoulder stayed. 
** Dxo' I mnst quit the field/' he cried, 

'' Be not by this dismayU 

^ For sure I see their bending lines 
** Shrink from our leaden showcK : 
Then urge the war, and still e'er night 
The victory will be oursi 
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tn vain Napoleon urg^d the poiht-^ 

In vain his columns sent. 
Baffled and overthrown, they tura'd. 

With half thetr numbers spent 
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But yet so numerous were his troops. 
That waste still left them strong ; 

And tired with slaughter and with blood. 
We scarce could thin the throng. 

Oft to the left Lord Wellington 

Had cast an anxious eye : 
From one till four he looked in vain — 

The Prussian flag to spy. 

Now, when each moment teem'd with fate. 

General Bulow appear'd ; 
Thro' rough defiles and rugged roads 

His men their march had clearM. 

Forth from the woods with steady step 
They took the French in rear; 

And now the conflict rag'^d again. 
And now our spirits cheer. 
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Blucber/that thunder-bolt of war. 

Came 'tattling; to the plain ; 
Whi!(^ aH bfs troops tinfold theraselTes 

In long^ extended train. 

O ! Hwas a gflorioud sight to see 
These troops come d6irn the hills. 

For as they wound in spiral lines. 
They seem'd like mountain rills. 

But as they eame, from every height 
Their blazing guns stream'd fire. 

The Frehch thelrwhole reserve bring up, 
And all their force require. 

Noiv, as 'Napoleon anxious sto6d. 
To watch what might betide. 

He from 'his lofty tower of wood 
These glittering troops espied. 
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" And who are theie V* he aajd to Soult, 

With visc^ wan and pale; 
" The Pro6sianf« Sirei and ipu<^ I fear 

" They wiU /qut rear assail/' , 

'Twas half past seyep^ and still Ibe igs^ 

In gloomy douht remain^d^ 
No man but now was deep ei^gagM 

Where spreading caiMge i^igu'd* 

But tho' the French with desperate heat 

And maddened fury fought. 
Their charges seemed to hesitate. 

From sad experience bought.. 

This was the moment Zi^ben'p.Qorps 

Came up to the. ^tta^k \ . 
Three timea their right wing he cut thro% 

And cbarg'd tMem at the back. 
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** 'Tis over !" cried the Man of Blood»^ 

As trembling be look'd on. 
** See, see, that simultaneous charge. 

" See, there comes Wellington. 

" The lines give way ! tb' Imperials fly ! 

" 'Ti8> save himself who can ! 
" In flight, none surely will deny, 

** I am the foremost man/' 

So when a recreant school-boy leads 

His comrades to a fray. 
The first the mischief he to plot ; 

The first to run away. 

So fled Napoleon — swift to save 

Himself from harm or ill. 
He cared not for the human race^ 

But as they serv'd his will. 
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Now^ where our Marshal viewed the lights 

With anxious care and pain^ 
He saw this movement on their right. 

Nor saw the chance"^ vain. 

For now was come that little point — 

Decisive turn of fate ; 
Which if not seiz'd, for ever flies^ 

And we regret too late. 

•* Now r* cried the Duke of Wellingtcm, 
*' Now ! forward 1 forward ! ho ! !*' 

Dread was the charge, and dread the crash. 
And dread the overthrow. 

As streams of melted snow and rain. 
Rush down the mountain's side. 

And meeting, roll along the plain. 
In one o'erwhehning tide : 
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So iQOT'd the whole embattlol field ; 

The hills> the valljes shake ; 
Not earth it^f tljie fpe <^ai) shield — 

AH Nature s^uis to qu^Uke, 

The fir^t batalUpas crusbM and press'd^ 

Confounded, retrograde : 
Confus'd, the second wildly apt. 

By panic fear hetrfiyM. 

Horse upon horse— rthftir riders thrown, 
• Bun mad with woqi^ds and fear* 

Gun^, carts, and men, in ode rude nofpss 
Proclaim destructi9n ne^. 

On naov'd pur line io one long Qunre — 
Intent, they scarce drew breat^. 

No life was spar^, for t^ose whP fell 
Were trampled 'mU> de^. 
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No order now their columns keptv 
For mass was wedg'd on mass ; 

Like waves tumultuous, on they roU'd;. 
And choak'd up every pass. 

Pell mell in torrents swift they fled — 

But flyings what could save ? 
Destruction hover'd o'er their head. 

And hurl'd them to the grave. 

Some rush'd beneath the blazing beam» 

Of houses they had fir'd; 
Some headlong plunged in bloody stream^tn 

And in the flood expirM. 

Sotn/e, driven by desperation mad; 

Leap'd down the yawning well ; 
Others with anguish howlM, and gnaw'A 

The turf on which they fell. 
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Some, wounlded^ to the woods repair. 

To seek a place to die ; 
But still revenge pursued thein there 

With unnfleiitiog eye. 

Vehenleiit curses, vows, lind tears 
Pour'd forth with dii;adftil cries^ 

M ixM with loud sin^ks and str<fke« of sWdi'ds, 
And gi-oansy and dying sighs. 

For now so tbiek the slaoghterM lay. 

So strew'd the snftring mass. 
The victors scarce could force their way. 

Or o'er their bodies pass« 

One undistiiigutsli'd slaughter reign'd 

In vast UfibiMikided sWay ; 
Vengeance let loose, and imresltatned, 

ClosM in 4hat wt^tdtcddav. 
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The tiirdy night its darkiless spread 

Upon the flying ronC. 
" Now stay the sword \" cried Wdlington, 

'' And give one general shoot i 

" Blucher wiH bard the dreadfbl a#m 

" Of jcfsticd in the dght; 
" He will pursue the fiyiiig f^ 

" Until the morning light. 






Then stay we, masters of the Ikid; 
*' Our men have aecd of rest : 
*' Pursuit to Prnssia we will y\fM, 
'* For God oar oaase bu UfsU 

*' My h<art WqpuM aof eiy bf eah lb set 
" So many braite men down ; 

*' But we have won the victoij— 
*< Napoleon lost the crown t'* 
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'' Adi^ti [" cried Blucher; *' leave to.ntlfe* 

'' To chace the flying foe ; 
'' Vengeapce has burst o'er every bouDd>* 

'' In signal dverthrow. 
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Send every man that wields a sword^^ 
'* Send every man and horse ; 
Root up the blood-hounds from the eartlT 
" Without the least remorse. 



^' Remember tmw, diey never gave 

" Pity.tohutoan woe. 
** To those iirlio never ihercy knew> 
Shall we compassion show ? 
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*^ No;.; drive them to the gates of helU 
*' To breed rebellion there : 

*^ Unfit they are on earth to dwell> 
'' Or braithe the vital air.*' 
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iNoJwr swept along the mighty wreck 

Of baggage, arms^ and men ; 
fDisorganizM^ no power could. check. 

Or stay the torrent then. 

Still true barbanans, tho^ in flight, 
They marked their savage way ; 

The palace and the cot they ligl|t 
In malice, or in play. 

Few prisoners had these, miscreants gotrr- 

.But naw dismay^, and beat. 
Their victims they in cold blood shot-r* 

Poor vengeance for defeat ! 

Now glow'd the clouds with kindling red— 

Fire flash'd along the plains ; 
These shewM the way the French had fled. 

Thro* corn-fields, woods, and lanes. 
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Onward* like boutuk, %vitb fiirioiM cry. 

The Prussians $id\\ pursue ; 
'Twas vmn to stay !-^'twas vain to fly ! 

AH they o'ertdok they sleir. 

At Geuapfpe fir^l they tried to stand. 
And steal the totrrent's migbt ; 

EntrendiM with what first cane to haf)d. 
They hoped to ittay the flight. 

But seance was heard the dread — hurrah ! 

When panic -seis'd die crew.; 
Like «heep iefone ibe fmidiM wolf. 

With fearCiii cries they Sew. 

The chase throughout that nigbt was hot. 

Nor stayM till break of day ; 
The dead and dying marked tbe route. 

O'er faany a aaiie and way. 
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Scarce forty thousand men hajf-arm'd. 
And spent with WQPnds and fright, 

EscapM the slaughter of that day. 
The carnage of that night. 

That army which had hoped to spread 

One wa^te of ruin nound. 
Had left one huiuired thousand dead, 

Or hleeding on the ground. 



Scene.— T7i<r Field qf Battle by Moon-light. 

Night Aow Qhscur'd the cheerless waste^ 
And hung her lamp on high ; 

And fleeting shadows seem'd to baste. 
Before the wandering eye. 
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Those fertile plains and smiling 'fields 
That teem'd with rising corn. 

One undistinguished ruin yields — 
A wilderness forlorn. 

No more was heard the battle's bray ! 

No more the cannon's roar I 
The storm of war had passM away — 

The rage of man was o'er. 

But still it was not silence all^ 
Tho' sound the sleep of death;; 

Cries of the wildest note appall. 
And pass across the heath. 

Vast piles of horse and men lay there 
In heaps/ or scatter'd round. 

The friend and foe together share 
The cold and blood-steep'd ground. 
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Those who till death together fought> 

Now both together lay ; 
Enmingled. in that cold embrace. 

They sigh'd their life away. 

Wailings and shrieks of sudden pain. 

Affright the aching ear ; 
For every hope or help was vain — 

No tender friend came near. 

No mother, sister, lover, wife. 

Was there to soothe or bind 
The wounds which drained the powers of life, 

Or calm the anguish'd mind. 



Here, stretched to stitftn on the ground, 

A mother's tender* care; 
Theire lay, begrimM with many a wounds 

A father's only heir. 
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There lovers, )iu8hand^« bleie^Uig Jay, 
And with their dy^g bne;^, 

Bless'd all tb(^ iQv'd^ nqw fftr aivay. 
Then closed tb^ir eye^ io death. 

Here c^^'i t^ bc»t 1^ treii^UlQg he»rt. 
By pride of bfifMity ficvortt'd ; 

He was a ypu^ devoid of artj 
AccompUfihM ^nd ffdofp'd. 

He woo'd a maid of fickk Wi}f»A, 
That tr^;hi]^pb'd iQ bis pain ; 

]Roir A9' s^e 107*4* she^ 8tdl unkind, 
Afiected pcM d^ii), 

C^ireless of life, io #9d 4^spair» 

He sought ^ tented fi^ld ; 
Ni9 U'U/er he^^ ^jer lov'4 the C^r, 

Or better wortb i^pfig^'d. 
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Oh ! C9fi\^ Ihe maid bp lov'd ¥> well 

Have seeji hie pallid cb^ek. 
Her breast with grkf w^rfd wr^ly swcJt 

Her he^jrt with aorrpv brepk. 

Next, p» * wangled charger g»ey^ / 

AdornM in glittwipg vp»t. ; 

A youthful hero BiUut lay, 
Pierc'd thro' Ws fwwjy brewt. 

He left *t home a k>vdy bride— 

His heart for gtory beat ;— 
" Adieu, my tov^ I ^ieu J** he cried, 

" We 8OO0 4g»ia ah«U mf^tJ* 

But never, J»evcr, «ior« ^bail be 

Print on ber lips a kiss ; 
Aod J»ever, i»^y«r, m^^re siuill fhc 

Keturn ibe hilloir'd blks. 
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iHow many weeping wives sbali walil 

That bloody field with tears ! 
How many orphans hear the tale 

That frights their tender years'! 

How many maidens mourn the day 

When Brst, by glory led. 
The youth they lov'd was torn away. 

And numbered with the dead ! 

•0 weep we then, for those who fell 

In Europe's righteous cause ! 
History to future times shall tell 

Their story with applause. 

O weep we o'er the hero*s grave — 

The stranger sure will weep! 
" Here!" heshallsay, " here sleep the brave; 

" O tranquil be tbat sleep!" 
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Slay nfeav'n protect the British Isles' 
In Peace and Strength secure ; 

May they, unharm'd by Faction's wiles, 
From age to age endure ! 
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